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সম্পাদকীয়/Editorial 
Dear friends, 

Thanks to the continued enthusiasm and efforts of a few literature and art-lovers, our Lipika has 
continued to arrive during Durga Puja. Travelogues have brought to us distant and unseen parts of 
the world; scholarly articles have explained the profound facts of philosophy, religion and other 
facets of social life. Poems, short stories and light compositions have created a different mood; art-
work and excellent photography have enriched Lipika's visual appeal.  Last, but not the least, the 
cover page has been artistically created again by our young, talented artist, Oishee.  

This year again, we have received very few submissions from our younger contributors – this is 
particularly disappointing in view of the desired future participation of these members in our cultural 
life. I would like to request parents and teachers to encourage our younger members to plan to 
write or draw for Lipika. I send my special thanks to those who already have done that. The 
submissions we have received demonstrate how talented they are!  We are all busy with our day-
to-day lives, but literature, music and art play an indispensable role in the development of healthy 
minds – as our wise community members are well aware of.  And they are our future torch-bearers. 

Please note that with a view to wider participation and readership, we invite submissions for Lipika 
in both English and Bengali.    

Wishing you all a joyful Durga Puja celebration, 

Dr. Jharna Chatterjee 
Editor, Lipika 

(Any typos or other mistakes are unintentional, and the Lipika team asks for your 
understanding.)     

Note: You can access LIPIKA 2017 and the previous issues on Deshantari website at 
http://www.deshantari.org/lipika.html     

 )
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A Discourse on Hindu Mythologies of Churning of Ocean and 
‘Lingabhava Icon’ 

Dr. Sourendra K. Banerjee 

 

 

 

Samudra Manthan is narrated in Mahabharat, Vishnu Purana and other texts. Samudra represents the 

prime-ordeal ocean of creative potency. The three worlds under King Indra of Devas (gods representing 

virtue) were losing vigour and the demons (evil) were endangering World Order. Led by the creator God 

Brahma (last “a” pronounced as in “father”) Devas approached Vishnu for help, who advised that Devas 

and Demons must jointly churn the ocean and He as Supreme God will help them. The ocean will turn out 

Amrita – the elixir of immortality and would see that only Devas get it and not the Demons. Mount Mandar 

would be the axis and king of snakes, Vasuki, the coil for churning. Devas were at the tail end and the 

Demons at the upper end. Lord Vishnu supported the axis at the base but also simultaneously pervaded 

everyone as additional strength. Extreme agitation made the ocean to give out venom which Lord Shiva 

swallowed (hence the name Neel Kantha) to save the Universe. Different texts vary about the order and 

number of treasures coming out of the ocean. We will mention only the goddess Shree (Lakshmi and Divine 

Shakti) who immediately joined Lord Vishnu, and Dhanwantari (the physician of the Devas) with the bowl 

of nectar. The Demons wanted to grab it but Vishnu, by His Maya Shakti enchanted them as a beautiful 

girl. In the melee that followed Devas got the nectar which made them powerful and the demons were 

defeated. The world was saved.  

The second mythology is narrated in Linga Puran depicting the appearance of Lord Shiva as ‘Yotirlinga’. It 

is a huge unending pillar or column of fire (Tej or glowing energy). Linga means gender as well as the subtle 

body that shelters a being’s outer shells, like body, mind etc. The tale starts with familiar ocean of pre-

biographical unity. Here, Vishnu is supremely floating quietly as the essence of all energy. Suddenly He 

perceives the presence of a glowing entity swiftly appearing. He wondered who this can be whom He did 

not create and asked “who are you, child?” The reply was “how insolent can you be to call me a child?  I 

am Brahma, the originator of all beings.” Amidst this argument both sensed the presence of a third entity, 

an ever-expanding pillar with the brightest of flames. It looked like being able to consume hundreds of 

Universes. Both Vishnu and Brahma wanted to fathom this mystery. The former as a Boar went down and 

Brahma as a gander went upwards to explore. Being unable to reach either end both returned looking much 

perplexed. Then God-head Super-Shiva appeared in their middle position and said “Each of us indwells in 

the other. Brahma will be known in the role of Creator, Vishnu in that of preserver and Shiva as the final 

resting place”. The OM arose on all sides of the lingam covering all.  

The word mythical means incredible and fictitious in the context of legendary tales. However, mythology 

also is a study for deeper messages in the narratives, specially in the Hindu mythologies which use icons 

and symbols to convey some profound ideas. An initial reading of ‘the churning of ocean’ makes us question 

whether Hinduism is polytheistic. A careful examination however sees Lord Vishnu playing a role immensely 

larger than such a categorization.  His omnipresence and pervading power in all beings (Devas and 

Demons) makes Him the Supreme Divinity. He sees that good and evil co-exist but virtue must win. The 

‘Mandar Mountain’ symbolizes Lord Shiva as well but Vishnu is at the bottom, as well as atop. They 

complement each other. Only Shiva can contain the deadly venom. This reminds of another tale of Krishna 

(same as Vishnu) restraining (“Kaliya demon”) but not killing him.  Goddess Shree (Lakshmi) symbolizes 

Maya Shakti. Shakti is also the integral aspect of Shiva-Shakti or Ardhanarisvar. The name Hari-Hara 

signifies one-ness of Vishnu and Shiva. The mythology of “Lingabhava Murty” is more or less 

straightforward. A reproduction a of a 13th century South Indian sculpture at ‘Musee Paris’ exhibits the flow 

of dynamicity of life in the Universe. The reality is shown as manifestation of birth, growth and decay. The 

statue though a static stone, exposes the transitory process of reality. Reality is a function of individual 

intellect. The individual may be a great seer but Hindu mythologies transcend or rather round off individual 
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views and present a holistic picture. The interchangeable roles of the characters of these tales show that 

gods appearing with different names are ultimately reducible to one another. Comingling and unifying the 

seemingly varying processes in the Universe is the profound Hindu doctrine of unity. It validates the ancient 

Rig Vedic saying “Ekam Sadvipra Vahudha Vadanti” i.e. truth by different names remains one.  

OM TAT SAT – OM That is the Truth 
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Anna Prashan, Food & Hunger 

Dr. Sourendra K. Banerjee 

 

  

 

Anna Prashan is a Hindu ceremonial observance of a six or seven months old child’s initiation to regular 

food. Anna is food, Ashan means eating and the prefix Pra makes Prashan as first or initial morsel of food. 

Anna Prashan is the celebration of the child’s first independent step to life’s onward journey. Quality food 

will make it a joyous one. This Vedic ceremony dates back to at least three and half millenia. This was 

codified in ‘Grihya Sutras’ of ‘Kalpa Vedanga’ – an Auxiliary Vedic text and later incorporated in ‘Manu’s 

Dharma Sutras’ around the seventh century B. C. E. 

Taittiriya Upanishad (besides other Scriptures) praises food. This Upanishad is the Aranyak (written in 

cottages in the forests) part of Yajur Veda. One of the Hindu doctrines regarding the ‘Pancha Kosha’ or five 

outer shells (sheaths) surrounding a person’s true substance ‘Atman/Self’ is propounded in this Upanishad. 

It says “Annaat Purushah Annah Rasamayah.  Anyoha Antaraha Pranmayah and so on “A person or being 

has the external physical body produced by the essence of food”. Other than and within this exterior lies 

Vital or breathing shell. This causes five kinds of pulsations helping metabolism, etc. The Upanishad 
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elaborates that then successively there are the person’s mental sheath, sheath of discursive intellect and 

lastly the blissful layer. Inside the last one, at the core, resides the Atman – the Divine Spark. Actually 

Atman is equated as Brahman (Ref: Great Sayings: Aham Brahmasmi, Ayam Atma Brahman, Tat Tvamasi) 

which supports all the layers of the person. The Atman is Rasamayah (Rasa Vaih Sah) filled with blissful 

nectar.  

Taittiriya Upanishad says that from the Self (Atman) the space, wind, fire, water, and earth arose (the 

Panchabhuta). Similar statements are corroborated by other Scriptures (including Samkhya and Yoga 

Sutras). Taittiriya Upanishad goes on: from the earth herbs and plants (Sarvoushadham/ panacea), food 

grains and finally people are generated. So food is to be worshiped as Brahman (Annam Brahman 

upaasate).  Mundak Upanishad (1.8) says that creative consciousness of Divinity produced the manifested 

Universe as food. Chhandogya Upanishadic mantra #430 (ch 5, sec. 18) says that Atman/Brahman also 

consumes all eventually as food. 

Brihadaranyak Upanishad (1.2.6) says Ashanaaya or urge for food (because of its lack) is death. Death is 

another concomitant function of Divinity. Aitareya Upanishad (1.2.1) confirms that hunger is its un-

manifested reality. Death as hunger wills or desires to create so that it can eat it up. It sounds strange. It 

may be explained by an experimental observation in Biology, that decay helps the evolution of single celled 

ones into multiple cellular organisms. The cellular slime mould Dietyostleium discoideum has two distinct 

phases of life cycles: Single cells that move about as amoebas grow and multiply as they engulf and digest 

bacteria in rotten vegetables but seemingly not caring for one another; and multi cellular form with a stalk 

(main stem where organs grow) and a cap of spores (i.e. reproductive part). When there are no more 

bacteria to eat, hunger changes their behaviour. Their metabolism changes. They produce a molecule and 

release a little pulse. This is responded by other amoeba members and concentrate and form multicellular 

organism. Thus hunger/death causes higher forms of life. We wonder how the Vedic Seers (Drasta) could 

have envisioned what modern Molecular Biologists are finding out now. Life feeds on life but Hinduism sees 

the apparent contraries life and death, food and hunger as complementary contingencies. Divinity shelters 

and unifies the universe. 

Going back to Food, Taittiriya Upanishad says: “Annaadvai prajah prajayante, Yah Kaascha Prithiving 

Shritah annam hi Bhutaanam Jyestham and so on. It means that the earth’s first-born is food from which 

all other beings are generated.” Anna or Food is also known as Ahar (Aharan is gathering). In the present 

context it means food should be prepared carefully and presented to the Atman as an offering. The body is 

the temple of God and must be sustained well. The nectar of ‘quality’ food must nourish the mind and spirit 

as well. That will aid us to experience Divinity as an extra sensory joy. The Scriptures dictate: ‘Annam na 

nindayet, Annam Bahu Kurvita, Tad Bratam that is ‘Food is not to be abused. It has to be enhanced and 

diversified. That is a sacred observance. 

Finally, before enjoying the food on the table one could dedicate it first to the Almighty. On ceremonial 

occasions like Anna Prashan, it is customary to recite the Vedic Mantra: “Om Annapateh annasya no dheya 

namivasya  susminah, Prah Pradataram Tarisa no urjam dhe hi dwipade chatuspade: Oh giver of food and 

bounty: may we, by Your grace, partake of this meal. Let it make us healthy and free of all ailments. Let it 

overcome our difficulties. Let all beings benefit by it. ‘Om Pancha Praanebhya Namah’ 

 

A little bit of fun: 
 

Q: What did God say after creating man?  
A: I can do so much better.  
 
Q: What's the difference between men and government bonds?  
A: Bonds mature.  
 
Q: What is the difference between a sofa and a man watching Monday Night Football? 
A: The sofa doesn't keep asking for beer. 
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The Backpack 
 

Oishee Ghosh (Gr 11) 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
In a person’s life, there are many elements that remain unnoticed - yet ever present. One of these items is 
the backpack. Whether owners have many stashed in an ever-brimming closet, or have one trusty pack 
used for many, many years, the backpack is present in all of our lives.  
 
Let's begin with the creation of the backpack. Most are mass produced in a factory, while a select few are 
created by hand. They travel far and wide, reaching their respective owner as a gift, hand-me-down, or 
picked up with a curated eye in a store. These backpacks then become bound (quite literally) to their 
owners, aiding them in carrying their necessities. Perhaps best symbolized by the loyalty of a dog to its 
owner, the backpack will forever remain by its owner’s side. Inevitably, there will be moments of discord, in 
which not all items fit in the strong yet stiffly-sewn fabric, however compromises will be made. In other 
moments, the backpack will be barely full, floating on its owner’s shoulders. This relation, perhaps best 
described as a partial symbiosis between a backpack and its owner is rarely acknowledged. One must 
remember that the backpack is with them everywhere they go, on some trips as the owner’s trusty (and 
only) companion and as a trustworthy (impromptu) pillow on others. Through these experiences, the 
backpack gains some accessories along the way. A keychain here, a patch there, and a sticker to complete 
- they lead to a scrapbook of memories. At times, the backpack will begin to show its age on the innumerable 
adventures taken (and loads carried) in the form of a tear, popped seam, botched zipper, or broken strap. 
Depending on the owner, measures may be taken to treat the backpack, to bring it back to its initial state. 
Other times, the backpack may have gotten lost in the fun of adventure, and a quick trip to the laundry 
machine fixed it right back up.  
 
While the backpack remains a companion to a human for a duration of time, it is never definite when they 
will end their journey together. Sometimes, the owner finds a new backpack, shinier and newer than their 
current one. Otherwise, the owner may realize that it is time for their current backpack to retire. Regardless, 
they will eventually acquire another, whether it be purchased fresh from the store or one of the many in 
their stash. Following this, the old backpack may be stored away in another closet, almost forgotten. That 
is, until that one special day where the owner stumbles upon it yet again, and reminisces on the times that 
were had and the memories that were made. 
 
************************************************************************************************************************ 
 
Words redefined – just for fun: 

CONFERENCE: The confusion of one man multiplied by the number present.  

COMPROMISE: The art of dividing cake in such a way that everybody believes he or she got the biggest piece.  

CLASSIC: A book which people praise, but never read.  

SMILE: a curve that can set a lot of things straight!   

DIPLOMAT: A person who tells you to go to hell in such a way that you actually look forward to the trip  
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[To acquaint our readers who do not read Bengali with the concept of ‘Restorative Justice’, likely to be 
unfamiliar to many, I am presenting here a few excerpts from an article published in 2004 in a number of 
books and professional journals: Restorative Justice in the Canadian Experience: Conferencing and the 
Police by Jharna Chatterjee, Research Psychologist, Youth Justice Policy Sector (seconded from RCMP) 
Department of Justice, Canada and Liz Elliott, Assistant Professor; Co-Director, Centre for Restorative 
Justice, School of Criminology, Simon Fraser University.]  

 

In contrast to the conventional understanding of crime as a violation of the state through 

lawbreaking, restorative justice began with premise that crime was primarily a violation of people 

and relationships.  Over a decade later Zehr went on to refine these thoughts, summarizing the 

paradigm’s principles in three “pillars of restorative justice:” a focus on harms and needs, 

accountability through attention to obligations, and engagement or participation of those with 

legitimate interest or stake in the offense (Zehr, 2002, pp. 22-24). 

Restorative justice philosophy has been described as a balance between an ethic of justice and 

an ethic of care (Sharpe, 1998, p. 7).  The ethic of justice refers to “a powerful moral intuition that 

something must be done” (Llewellyn and Howse, 1999, p. 37); the ethic of care speaks of 

practices intended to heal people and relationships.  Together, the implication is that we are called 

to respond to acts that cause harm to people and the environment, and that that response should 

be to facilitate healing.   

The police role in restorative justice, as front-end referral agents and supporters of community-

based justice, is significant.  But this role also marks a return to an original goal of the police, to 

act as peace officers.  Creating peaceful communities begins with fostering peaceful relationships 

between individuals (Elliott, 2003).  Restorative justice affords this possibility, wherever conflict 

arises and presents the opportunity to discover what is not working in our relationships.  

****  

। 
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। 

U.N. basic principles on restorative justice 

In July 2002, the United Nations Economic and Social Council adopted a resolution containing guidance 
for member states on restorative justice policy and practice. Canada played a key role in establishing these 
principles, and continues to share its experiences and expertise at the international level. Basic principles 
on the use of restorative justice programmes in criminal matters is available on the United Nations 
Economic and Social Council website (document E/2002/INF/2/Add.2, pp. 54-59). 
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1 এই লেখার প্রায় সবকটি ছবব অকক ল াষের সংগ্রহ লেষক ধন্যবাষের সষে গৃহীত হষয়ষছ।  
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The Empire State Building  

Reeto Ghosh, Gr 8 

 

 

 

 

The Empire State Building is one of the most known attractions in New York City or in North America 

itself. As such, I decided to explain what the attraction is about. In fact, it is so well known that it is the 

most photographed building in the world! Your trip to the Empire State Building starts when you take the 

elevator to the tower. Are you scared of heights? No problem! Just focus on the overhead ceiling of the 

elevator. It has an interesting animation that will not only distract you from the feeling that you are going 

so high up so quickly, but it will also quickly explain how the Empire State Building was built. The elevator 

will quickly bring you up to the 80th floor.   

An amazing fact is that the empire state building has 102 floors and to think that it has been built in less 

than a whole year in 1930, 11 months to be exact. That is an amazing feat considering it took longer to 

build my school. From the 80th floor you have a pretty good view of the New York City skyline but you have 

to use another elevator to get to the 86th floor. The view is even better from the 86th floor. In fact the views 

in the Empire State Building are so good that on a clear day you can see New York, New Jersey, 

Pennsylvania, Connecticut and Massachusetts. Personally, I think that the skyline is better to view at night 

because all the buildings light up and so does the Empire State Building. No wonder why the tower is open 

until 2:00 am starting at 8:00 am. Interestingly, while viewing the Skyline sometimes there is a gorilla that 

shows up for you to take pictures with. As many of you probably know, in the movie "King Kong", which first 

aired in 1993, King Kong the gorilla was hanging from the top of the building. The Empire State Building is 

also quite important to the United State in many other ways than tourism. For example the Empire State 

Building has so many businesses that it has its own area code! The area code is 10118. It is also used to 

broadcast the majority of commercial TV and FM radio stations. This can be very important because it will 

broadcast advice to the public such as to avoid places that are bearing through natural disasters.  At the 

time, the Texas flood was being broadcast.  I certainly recommend for you to go to the Empire State 

Building. 

 

 

 

 

(Source: Google ‘images’) 
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Celebration of Jagaddhatri Puja in Chandannagar 

Sparsho Chakraborty (Gr 6) and Shaoni Chakraborty (Gr 9) 

 

 

 

Since our childhood, we have been listening to various stories from our grandparents about the different 
types of puja celebration we have in our culture, mainly in West Bengal. We learnt from Hindu Mythology 
books, that we have as many as 330 million Gods and Goddesses in Hinduism.  We have always been 
curious to discover the different morphs of Hindu Gods and Goddesses. We have seen Durga Puja, 
Lakshmi Puja, Kali Puja, Saraswati Puja, in England and Canada every year since we were born. Before 
we go to India, my parents make plans about what we can discover during our India visit. Each India trip is 
very special and exciting for us. In 2012, our grandparents asked us to come to Chandannagar (our dad’s 
home town) to see the celebration of Jagaddhatri puja. We were in grade 1 and in grade 4 at the time. Our 
parents booked the flight as soon as we got the permission from the school principal, that we could have 
time off from school to see this celebration. We reached Kolkata the day before the puja started. We 
remember our aunt coming to pick us up from the airport. She had to get special permit for the car to get 
into Chandannagar as the major roads were all blocked. We had a difficult time navigating on the streets 
of Chandannagar. Now, we want to share our experience of the Jagaddhatri puja from our memory. 
 
As we recall that first day of the puja, our house was filled with all our relatives. Dadu and Didu came to 
see us too. We were missing our Dad, but he called us every morning and night to check on us. We were 
so excited to tell him all the activities we had been seeing in Chandannagar. He told us about what he used 
to do when he was our age during the Jagaddhatri puja. The whole neighbourhood looked so fascinating. 
We could see from our balcony, that all the empty spaces in front of our house had been taken by the little 
food stalls. So many people were standing in there in line to buy food. Festivity was in the air. Unfortunately, 
our mum didn’t give us permission to eat the delicious-smelling street food. Our house had been decorated 
with colourful lighting, like Christmas lights. In the evening, we all went out to explore the neighborhood 
where our Thamma and Dadu live in. We had seen some pictures of Jagaddhatri which our Dadu 
videotaped in the previous years, but when we saw the first Jagaddhatri statue, we were so amazed. There 
were humongous crowds shouting the mantra, praying and cheering to the god. Some of these Jagaddhatri 
Puja committees have been celebrating for over 250 years.  We hopped from place to place trying to see 
all different types of Jagaddhatri statues. Each and every Jagaddhatri statue was unique and beyond our 
imagination. Overall there are more than 200 puja in Chandannagar. The decoration and lighting were all 
so unique and different from each other. It was unbelievable that these were only temporary decorations 
and buildings only made for this occasion. In some places, we saw modern art effects and live performances 
that were based on epic stories.  
 
We came home that night, and Thamma made us our favorite food: green luchi (kochuri).  
The next morning, Dadu explained the history of the Jagaddhatri puja, and also told us that the celebration 
only goes on for four days in a year. The next two days, we had so much fun visiting and covering most of 
the Jagaddhatri puja places in Chandannagar.  
 
We remember Sparsha was asking  our aunt about the Jagaddhatri thakur: “How old is she?” Next morning 
he wrote in his journal : “I saw a Jagaddhatri thakur who is made of mud and straw, 50 feet tall and only 
250 years old…..” 
 
The most exciting day was yet to come, which was the last day because the people were coming from 
different places to see the procession (it is like a carnival) and the whole town was overcrowded. We saw 
lots of police cars and security forces to make sure that everybody could enjoy the celebration without any 
problem. On the last day of the puja, all the devotees take the big statues and put them in big decorated 
trucks. They gathered a huge crowd that also included loud music and different types of modern lighting 
that we had never seen before. Our aunt explained to us that these lightings were the specialty of 
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Chandannagar and have been adopted by many other cities in India and abroad. We remember moving 
our beds closer to the balcony, so we could see each and every statue that passed our house. After the 
final prayers, all the statues were disposed of with high respect and devotion into River Ganges. In the 
morning, we went to Chandannagar Stand with my uncle. We were surprised to see that the whole river 
was filled with Jagadhatri statues. The whole city looked sad that afternoon as the festival was wrapping 
up, the food stalls were moving, the buildings were taken apart, and the municipality trucks were busy 
cleaning up the next few days.   
 
It was a great experience for us. We were so glad that we went to India to see this festival. When we came 
home back to Ottawa, each of us made a short story which we presented, and shared our experience with 
our classmates. 

 
“Good times come and go, but the memories will last forever” 

 

************************************************************************************* 
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When you laugh the world laughs with you. When you cry you cry alone. 
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Living Truth 

Sumitra Sen 

 

 

 

 

I have a curse. I do not know when it started, or if I had it from birth. All I knew was that it had haunted me 

for years and that I would not last long among society because of it. 

We work towards omniscience. We read history books to learn from our past, immersing ourselves into 

lands and times beyond us, perusing bloody wars and plagued eras, distanced from the human suffering 

but wonderous of the innovations that led us to today. We delve into philosophy and psychoanalysis, to 

better our understanding of ourselves and the most innate feelings and thoughts and motivations that drive 

us. We pour money and time and expertise into science, hoping that with evidence and repetitions we can 

comprehend the mechanics of our world even if we are uncertain of the real truth, and we use this 

information to create technologies that enhance our surroundings, our free time, our commutes, our bodies 

and our brains. The search is endless, and we scrape away forever at the bottom of the barrel of knowledge, 

striving, aching to know what we do not know, as if it is within an inch of our grasp. 

But it isn’t. Nor will it ever be.  

Except for me. 

I see the truth in people. The real truth, not the one that masquerades on people’s faces, day-to-day, so 

innocuous that even they do not sense it anymore. It is a façade of daily life, ingrained in our society, simple 

white lies that facilitate communication and make us acceptable to others. The pleasantries and confessions 

and declarations that ring false but that we nevertheless receive gladly, only because it is easier to do so.  

I am jerked out of my thoughts by a sharp whirring sound. The blinds of the two-way mirror ascend, and on 

the other side of this dimly lit office I see a stark white room with a table at the centre. The lighting is harsh 

and renders the settings clinical. At the table is a man, sitting back with his legs and arms apart as if he is 

relaxed. Only his clenched hands handcuffed to the table reveal his nerves. His jumpsuit is still fresh, 

meaning he has not been here long. No bruises cover his face yet, but the light gives his skin a deathly 

pallor, his long hair dirty and matted, the circles under his eyes like the hollows of a cave. I unlock the door 

next to me and go in. 

Immediately his eyes flit to me and watch my movements like a hawk as I sit across from him. As the chair 

scrapes, he readjusts slightly, and his shoulders broaden, as if to assert dominance.  

“What is your name?” I begin. 

“Luiz Perez” he says gruffly, his voice clearly unused in a day or two. 

I nod and tap the table once. “And how long have you worked for Tres Rojas?” 

He shifts uncomfortably. “Three years.” 

I tap again. 

“And did you witness the murder of Elena Ortiz on the night of the 24th of October?” 

He nods. 

Tap. 
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“Did you conduct the murder of Elena Ortiz on the night of the 24th of October?” 

He frowns, and I see the blood rushing to his cheeks. Injustice, he’s thinking. I can tell. Anger. I feel bursts 

of rage, but cannot tell where it stems from yet. 

“Answer the question,” I say. 

“NO! I didn’t do it!”  

My hand is about to tap the table, but I’m not sure yet. I ponder him for a while. 

“Did you take any money from Tres Rojas for conducting the murder of Elena Ortiz?” I ask. 

He takes a long pause, as if chewing on the words. “No.” 

He’s lying. I see him think of a simple black traveller’s bag and cash. It is so clear behind my eyes that it is 

as if I had done it myself. I do not tap on the table.  

“You did,” I continue dispassionately, even as he protests with continued denials, “and if you didn’t kill Ms. 

Ortiz, then who did?” 

I see flashes of images in his mind. I see a different man, taking the ropes and binding the victim’s feet and 

hands, and throwing her into the river. I see it happening over and over again, replaying on loop, until it isn’t 

the same man anymore, but the man in front of me. 

He begins stuttering. “I…I don’t know…” 

“What do you mean you don’t know?” I ask. 

His agitation is palpable. I see beads of sweat running down his forehead, and his eyes darting from the 

corners of the room to the door to the mirror on our left. “I don’t know anymore! I…I can’t remember.” 

“Who is the other man, Luiz?” I ask. 

He looks worriedly at me. “How did you know there was another man?” 

“Answer the question.” 

He looks terrified at this point. I can clearly see him envisioning the man’s face, and I could ask the artists 

to do a sketch, but I decide to try and get a name instead. “Tell me.” 

He’s shaking his head, clearly trying to block it out, but his brain is flitting through a dozen names in his 

gang, until finally he settles on one name over and over again. 

I narrow my eyes at him. “Is it Navarro?” 

His eyes widen and he is clearly shaken. “No! I didn’t say anything!” 

I stand up, heading towards the door. 

“Wait! Listen! Lady!” he shouts, straining against his shackles. “I didn’t say his name! I did it! It was me!” 

I open the door and step back into the dark office. 

“You didn’t even let him finish,” says my colleague. He was watching from behind the two-way mirror. “He 

admitted it. That’s all we needed.” 

I shake my head. “It wasn’t him.” 

“You don’t know that.” 

“He’s feeling guilty. But he didn’t do it. His partner did. He would rather be jailed for life than be known as a 

traitor to Tres Rojas.” 
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My colleague looks askance at me. “We had our man. We have this recorded. Why are you making this 

more difficult than it is?” 

I look back at him evenly. “Sorry for the inconvenience. But he’s an innocent man. I’ll write up my report 

and send it to the State’s Attorney’s office. Find the partner. Find Navarro.” 

His face flinches slightly. “Ok, thanks.” But I hear his thoughts in my head. I need to get her fired…she’ll 

take over my position soon…I’ve been here longer...hate…hate her… 

I give him a ghost of a smile, then leave. 

~ ~ ~ 

I am surrounded by people, milling about like little robots, walking around excitedly and talking about 

themselves and asking each other the same questions they have been asking for years. I stand by the 

corner, taking in the sunlight streaming through the windows as it keeps the garden aglow, the butterflies 

and bees flitting through the purple flowers and the plants swaying gently in the wind. The few things in life 

that do not require truths to be appreciated.    

“What are you doing over here alone?” I hear a familiar voice say, and I am once again snapped out of my 

thoughts, by my mother this time. 

She is a kindly woman, but promptly grabs me by the elbow and drags me through the crowd towards a 

group of her friends. They all smell of powdery perfume, and wear harrowingly bright colours. 

“So lovely, isn’t it?” one of them says, “what a beautiful place for a baby shower!” Only took us an hour to 

get here…so inconvenient, choosing a place so far… 

“And the food,” another one chimes in, “so good!” Tasted horrible…dear god I hope I’m not sick tomorrow… 

They see me and gush excitedly. “Oh! Look at you! So grown up! We’re so glad your mother brought you 

by!” 

I smile, trying to fade out the rush of thoughts I know will come.  

“How are you dear?” one asks, looking me up and down. “You look thin.” And far too unhealthy…no meat 

on her bones. Does she starve herself? 

“Thanks,” I say, unsure if I should answer her or her brain. “I’m good. Working a lot.” 

“Oh yes,” one of them says, “all that work. Where is it you work now?” At that jail, I expect. Fraternizing with 

criminals. Not a job for a woman… 

My mother answers before I can even open my mouth. “She works for the State’s Attorney’s office.” Her 

beaming pride is obvious and welcome, but I know it falls on deaf ears. 

“Lovely…lovely…” one of them says, “but when will you get married, dear?” Already past 30…this is what 

happens when they follow careers. Terrible. How terrible for her… 

I stare back at them all, their eyes betraying none of their thoughts. They have the sweetest smiles on their 

faces and looks of concern. They aren’t even aware of what they are doing. How can I blame them? 

I don’t want to play God. I don’t want to know the things that I know. I don’t want the one thing most people 

wish they had – the omniscience of other people’s thoughts. The truth is deafening to me, it stares me 

blindly in the face wherever I turn. We crave knowledge, we crave the truth of our existence on this earth, 

and our sole purpose following survival has been to understand the meaning behind our place here. We 

want to know anything and everything there is to know, from the laws of space to the gossip of daily lives. 

But I have found no solace in truth. I have found it only in numbness, and raw belief in something beyond 

us, be it nature, or the great potential of our souls that lies just past our reach. It is better to strive for 

something than to have it. It gives us purpose. I pray that no one ever knows what I know. 
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“Don’t you want that, dear?” they ask, looking at me encouragingly. “Hmm? Marriage soon, yes?” 

I laugh in my head. I want to scream at the same time. I want to shout from the top of buildings, a deep and 

resounding NO. I want to tell these people that they are maligned by their friends; that they all complain 

about the same things despite their false praise. I want to tell them that the true beauty of life lies not in 

their accomplishments over others but in the simplicity of things that they think do not matter, like the wind 

through one’s hair and the joy of seeing a child. I want to tell my colleague that I can hear his hate, that 

yes, I will overtake his position one day, because my curse allows me to see the real truth. I want to tell 

them despite knowing everything there is to know about humanity, I am not happy.  

But instead, I only say, “Yes. Absolutely.” 

************************************************************************************************************************ 

         

 

 

। 
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On the Banks of the Vistula: Polish Capitals Past and Present 

Subhalakshmi Basu Ray 

 

 

 

We got off to a really bad start! Arriving in Warsaw on the feast of Corpus Christi, the taxi company at the 

airport informed us that, it being a holiday, we would be charged double the fare to get to our hotel in “Stare 

Miasto”! We were dropped off in the main square of the old town, with the understanding that our hotel, a 

well - known chain, was within walking distance. It was not! 

Though the square was crammed with tourists and revellers, it took a while before we could find a local 

who spoke English and could give us some directions. It took a second taxi ride to get to our hotel! 

 The three hours on the Intercity Express train to Krakow the following afternoon, was a pleasant 

experience.  Running through vast stretches of rolling farmlands, towns and villages, the growing affluence 

of Poland is evident in the new residential developments. Spacious, modern, detached family homes, with 

large gardens, something one does not often see in East Europe.  

Getting to our hotel in Krakow from the railway station proved to be another challenge! My husband was 

convinced it was walkable! After rolling our luggage down many a cobbled street only to retrace our steps, 

we finally took a cab! Once we got to the ‘Atrium’, however, it certainly delivered! A completely refurbished 

old building, built around a glass roofed atrium, whence its name, it was chic, modern and comfortable.  

We walked through the old town that evening, past shady, overgrown parks and beautiful old buildings, 

some freshly painted, others faded and grimy, to the bank of the Vistula. The hour long river cruise was a 

disappointment! The boat had dusty seats with spiders crawling on the canopy and the pre -recorded audio 

commentary was totally out of sync with the sights on the shoreline! On the plus side, more than a glass of 

wine was on offer, though we had prepaid for one each, at the time of booking the trip. On the whole, a 

good concept but poor delivery! 

The Vistula is the longest river in Poland. Rising in the Carpathian Mountains, it flows north for over a 1000 

km before draining out into the Baltic Sea, near Gdansk. Many Polish towns and cities have thrived on its 

banks. We had the opportunity to visit two. 

38



The next day was our only full day in Krakow and we had two outings planned: an afternoon tour of Wawel 

Castle and a recital of Chopin’s music in the evening. We arrived early for the castle tour and once we 

located the rendezvous point, we walked around the Market Square, admiring the Renaissance architecture 

of the arcaded Cloth Hall. It was here that travelling merchants, from far and wide, met to buy and sell 

commodities like spices, silk and salt from the Wieliczska mine. The statue of Adam Mickiewicz, the national 

poet of Poland, Belarus and Lithuania, was shrouded with drapes, obviously being restored. So was the 

Town Hall.  

There were hordes of tourists in the square, a UNESCO World Heritage Site since 1978. The whole place 

had the atmosphere of a noisy carnival. Being easily accessible from the rest of Europe, both Krakow as 

well as Warsaw are now firmly on the tourist map! It was more pleasant to leave it all behind and wander 

through the side streets. Narrow, cobbled, fronted by gracious old buildings, churches and monasteries, 

bell towers and steeples soaring high in the skyline, sidewalk cafes with wicker furniture and pots of 

cascading petunia and a busker playing Chopin on his keyboard on the steps of the baroque church of 

Saints Peter and Paul. 

It started to rain. We took cover in a souvenir shop and watched a procession of locals dressed in medieval 

costumes playing an assortment of medieval instruments go by. Though the shop had shelves of printed 

material in English, none of the staff spoke any English and so we were unable to ascertain whether the 

procession was a commemoration of a historical event or just a spectacle for the tourists! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Old Town Krakow 

The tour of Wawel Castle, the seat of power of Polish kings, till the capital was moved to Warsaw in the 

16th century, was a disaster! One tour guide, who spoke English with a heavy accent, to thirty tourists and 

sharing space with five other large tour groups at any given time! A constant elbowing for space and 

struggling to get closer to the tour guide in order to decipher what he was trying to say! No pictures are 

allowed in the castle, another downer, except in the graceful Renaissance courtyard. Not surprising that 

people in our tour group started leaving well before the tour ended! 

 The hour long Chopin Recital featuring a selection of mazurkas, polonaises and nocturnes in an intimate 

salon like ambience, with a glass of sparkling wine in hand, was an enjoyable experience indeed! All the 

while, the rain fell in sheets, stopping just as we were ready to step outside! After supper in one of the many 

restaurants on the square, we walked back to our hotel, passing through a rain drenched, mock orange 

scented park, one of the many in old Krakow.   

The next day we took the train back to Warsaw. Unlike Krakow, Warsaw suffered massive destruction 

during the Second World War. It is now, for the most part, a new city, rebuilt in a variety of styles. The 
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historic Old Town, a UNESCO World Heritage Site, has been laboriously rebuilt, almost brick by brick, over 

many years.  

The first tour we took was by coach, a three hour overview of the landmarks of the city. Driving through the 

Jewish Ghetto, our guide pointed out to a house on Krochmalna Street, where the Nobel Prize winning 

author Isaac Bashevis Singer lived, till he migrated to the US, shortly before the outbreak of World War 2.  

Writing in Yiddish, he drew heavily upon his childhood experiences of living in a shtetl on the outskirts of 

Warsaw, an element of the supernatural permeating his work. I read him extensively when I was at 

university and need to rediscover him once again! 

The Vistula was never far from the places of interest we visited in Warsaw. The only time we crossed it, 

however, was to drive past the National Stadium, the home of the Polish National Football team. Built in 

2012, with a seating capacity of more than 58000, it is certainly a source of immense national pride for a 
football crazed nation!  

The second tour was of Lazienki Palace and Park ensemble. Breathtakingly beautiful! The elegant palace 

where the last Polish king spent his summers, surrounded by extensive landscaped gardens, an orangery, 

a gracefully colonnaded Grecian amphitheatre, on the shore of an ornamental lake lined with willows, where 

Greek classics and Shakespeare’s plays were staged. Stanislaw August Poniatowski was a nobleman of 

refined sensibilities, well read, well -travelled, he spoke many languages, was a reformer and a great patron 

of the arts. His personality is certainly reflected in the impeccably tasteful style in which the palace has 

been furnished. Near the famous monument dedicated to Frederic Chopin, among the flower beds and far 

less conspicuous, is a memorial plaque in his honour, erected only in the 1980s , we were informed by our 

guide. Despite the many accomplishments in his life time, Poniatowski is largely forgotten and remains a 

controversial and tragic figure in history. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lazienki Palace Warsaw 

On our last day in Warsaw we took a tour of the Royal Castle with the same private guide. He was good 

enough, staying on script, but definitely lacking the energy and depth of knowledge of our young Belarusian 

friend and guide. It was he, who introduced us to Jan Matejko, a famous Polish artist of the 19 th century, 

known for his depictions of monumental events in Polish history. Though we did not visit any museums 

either in Krakow or Warsaw, we were fortunate to see many of his major works on display in the castle. 

The Gothic, red brick arch cathedral of St John in the old town, built in the 14th century, was not difficult to 

locate. It is here that Stanislaw August Poniatowski was crowned king of Polish Lithuanian Commonwealth 

in 1764 and his remains are now buried. Descending down steep, spiral, stone stairs to the dimly lit crypt 

40



was a somewhat chilling and humbling experience. After a lifetime of “sound and fury’, an eternity “signifying 

nothing’, as Shakespeare mused. In Belarus, we had the opportunity to visit the Brest region, where the 

powerful families of the Poniatowskis and Czartoryskis had huge estates. Sadly nothing remains of them 

today, except the beautiful chapel of the Holy Trinity in Volchyn. Its exterior has now been fully restored, 

while work on the interior is still ongoing. It is here, in this chapel, that the family worshipped and most likely, 

here that Poniatowski was christened. It is here too that he lay buried for a while, before his remains found 

a final resting place in the Arch Cathedral of St John.   

There are many missing puzzle pieces in this fascinating story that has captivated me. It was in St 

Petersburg, where as a dashing young diplomat in the court of Empress Elizabeth, Poniatowski caught the 

eye of the then Grand Duchess Catherine, later to become Catherine the Great. The alliance between them 

would propel him to the Polish throne and after a reign fraught with dissent, rebellion and armed uprisings, 

it would end with the partitions of Poland. His last days were spent as a broken man, virtually under house 

arrest in St Petersburg. But St Petersburg will have to wait! 

The Royal Castle in Hrodna, Belarus, on the other hand, where the last king of Poland abdicated after the 

third partition, when the nation was wiped off the map of the world for over a hundred years, is imminently 

do- able! Perhaps Spring 2018! Clearly, I am not done with East Europe yet! 

 

************************************************************************************************************************ 
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Q: What's the difference between a man and E.T.?  

A: E.T. phones home. 
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Stem Cell Donation in Our Community 

Dr. Chitra Roy 

 

 

 

Stem cell transplants can save lives of patients suffering from several types of life threatening diseases and 

disorders, such as blood cancers, thalassemia, aplastic anemia and others.  Blood linked stem have the 

potential to generate several types of blood cells.  Such stem cells are obtained from peripheral (circulating) 

blood, bone marrow, and cord blood (umbilical cord and placenta).  When stem cells obtained from healthy 

donors are transplanted into patients, new healthy blood cells will be produced which can replace various 

kinds of blood cells that are diseased or deficient.    

For successful transplantations it is necessary that the donor and the patients receiving the stem cells are 

matched, or at least partially matched, as determined by typing of the genetic marker HLA (Human 

Leukocyte Antigen, a protein found on human cells).   The probability of finding a close match is always a 

challenge.  Only 30% of the people who need transplants can find HLA matched donors in their immediate 
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family.  They, therefore, need look elsewhere.  The probability of finding a match is much higher if the donor 

and the recipient patient belong to the same ethnic group.  In Canada the probability of finding a non-family 

donor for a white person is over 90%.  For ethnically diverse people the probability is 28%.  For an Indian 

anywhere in the world the chances are pretty bleak as not many Indians register as potential donors.   

To create awareness of this paucity in the Indo-Canadian community is the aim of this article.  The next 

objective is to encourage the young men and women in our community to address this regrettable situation 

and to register as potential donors.    

To register you need to contact the Canadian Blood Services (CBS).  Apparently for best outcomes, the 

donors need to be healthy and between the ages of 17 and 35.  Currently there is a greater need for males 

in donation of stem cells sourced from peripheral blood or bone marrow.  For cord blood donation, of course, 

women have the primary role.  The potential donors are examined for their HLA type.  This information is 

then entered in a data base at CBS.      

If and when a patient needs stem cells of your HLA type you will be notified.  There is further testing of HLA 

type to confirm that you are a good match for the patient.  If you decide to give someone a second chance 

if life, you can discuss with CBS the procedure that may be used to withdraw your stem cells.   

If you wish to learn more about blood stem cell donation, the internet is your starting point.  If you wish, I 

will be happy to talk to you. 

************************************************************************************************************************ 

There was a Miser 

Dr. Arun Roy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There was a miser whose name was Zed, 

All he would eat daily is a piece of bread. 

All the money from work he got, 

He would save in an earthen pot. 

In many years the pot would be full,  

He would be rich and that would be cool. 
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Every night he would dream--- 

He would eat lots of ice cream. 

When he would have a potful of money, 

He would drink only milk and honey. 

One night a burglar came and stole his money, 

Out went his dream of milk and honey! 

Monkey - The Scientist 

Dr. Arun Roy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I am a trouble and are always so, 

About monkeys that is all you know. 

In the jungle with playful glee 

Always jump from tree to tree. 

Did you ever care to know 

The monkey like men is a scientist pro? 

How ocean was made and why apples fall, 

Like a good scientist I know them all. 

Einstein’s theory is on my lips, 

Newton’s law is on my finger tips. 

The earth is big and the shape is round, 

The earth always goes round and round. 

 

Darwin’s law I know by heart, 

Men after all are not so smart. 

In olden days men had tails like me, 

They all used to run in the jungle free. 

Make no mistake I am no fool, 

I graduated from the Harvard school.     
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Painting Quebec 

Shila Biswas 
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********************************************************************************************* 
 
1. The reason why I hate mornings so much is that they start while I’m still sleeping. 
 
2. What is faster Hot or cold? Hot, because you can catch a cold. 
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Festivals of the Jews 2 

Dr. Arun Roy 

 

 

 

Background and Founding of Judaism 

The Jewish religion or Judaism, as it is more popularly known, is one of the two oldest religions of the world 

(the other being Hinduism). It is believed to be about 4,000 years old. Because of their troubled history, 

Jewish people are scattered around the world. The total world population of the Jewish faith is estimated 

to be of the order of 15 million. About 40 % live in Israel, 45% in USA, and the rest are small minorities in 

other nations. There are 350,000 Jews in Canada. Other countries which have large Jewish population are 

France, Russia, and UK. 

The Jewish religion is monotheistic. The Jewish people believe that God revealed himself to Abraham and 

is the creator and the sole ruler of the universe. The first five books of the Bible, The Old Testament, 

constitute the Torah. Torah, along with a large amount of sermonic literature from other sources with 

commentaries and oral traditions constitute the Talmud (edited during the 5th Century). The Talmud deals 

with every area of Jewish life, including rituals for worship and prayers, marriage customs, duties of the 

husband and wife, food, family life, community festivals---all reflecting obedience to the laws of God. 

Several parts of the Talmud are comparable to Manu Samhita of the Hindu scripture. The Torah, which 

includes the Ten Commandments that Moses received from God on Mount Sinai, constitutes the guiding 

principles for the devout Jewish. Jews, like the Muslims, are prohibited to eat pork and camel meat and are 

expected to eat only animals that are ceremonially slaughtered (‘Kosher’ meat). Jews believe that the 

Messiah, savior of humanity, is yet to come. 

Major Festivals of Jews 

There are seven festivals that are considered to be the major ones: Sabbath, Rosh Hashanah, Yom Kippur, 

Sukkot, Hanukkah, Purim, and Passover.  These seven festivals are described below. 

Hanukkah (Jewish Festival of Lights) 

In Hebrew, the word “hanukkah” means dedication. The name reminds to the Jews that this holiday 

commemorates the re-dedication of the holy Temple in Jerusalem following the Jewish victory over the 

Syrian-Greeks in 165 B.C.E.  

Hanukkah is a Jewish festival of lights and is celebrated for eight days and nights. It is celebrated in late 

November or December. Since the Jewish calendar is lunar based, every year the first day of Hanukkah 

falls on a different day.  

Hanukkah legend 

In 168 B.C.E. Syrian-Greek soldiers seized the Jewish Temple and dedicated it to the worship of the Greek 

gods. The Syrian-Greek emperor Antiochus made the observance of Judaism an offense punishable by 

                                                           
2 This is a condensed version of a chapter from a forthcoming book by the author, 
Festivals of the World: With Legends and Customs. The book covers festivals of 
many world religions and some selected countries. 
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death. He also ordered all Jews to worship Greek gods and forced them to eat the flesh of pig. This upset 

the Jewish people and there was a rebellion.   After a long war, the Jews regained control of the temple.  

By this time the temple had been spiritually defiled.  Jewish troops decided to purify the Temple by burning 

ritual oil in the Temple’s Menorah for eight days. A Menorah is a candelabra that holds nine candles. Eight 

candles are for each night of Hanukkah, and the ninth candle, which stands taller than the others. 

But to their dismay, they discovered that there was only one day's worth of oil left in the Temple. They lit 

the Menorah anyway and to their surprise the small amount of oil lasted the full eight days and nights. This 

is the miracle of the Hanukkah oil that is celebrated every year when Jews light a Menorah in the 

synagogues for eight days--- one candle is lit on the first night of Hanukkah, two on the second, and so on 

eight candles are lit on the eighth night.  Every year it is customary for the Jews to commemorate the 

miracle of the Hanukkah oil by lighting candles in their homes and synagogues for eight nights.  

It may be interesting to note that the Hanukkah bears some resemblance to Diwali, the Indian Festival of 

Lights to commemorate the return of Lord Rama to Ayodhya after his victory.  

Sabbath (Day of Rest) 

Sabbath is not a festival but observance of a religious practice as prescribed in the scripture. In Hebrew, 

Sabbath means “to stop”, implying to stop regular work-related activities.  

According to the Jewish tradition, observance of Sabbath is from sixth-day evening to seventh-day evening. 

In the Jewish tradition, the Sabbath is observed on a Saturday of each week.  In the devout Jewish 

households, Saturday is meant for spending the day together with family and friends. In Israel many 

businesses are closed, and essential services are run on a limited staff. The conservative Jews visit 

synagogues and attend special services arranged for the devotees and prepare special festive family 

meals, and avoid travelling.  The less conservative Jews take advantage of their weekly day of rest for 

leisure time at the seashore, places of entertainment and excursions in outdoor settings. 

The Origin 

The origin of the Sabbath can be traced to the Biblical times. It was first used in the Bible in the description 

of the seventh day of creation in the Bible (Genesis 2:2-3).  Observance and remembrance of Sabbath is 

also one of the Ten Commandments.  The fourth commandment said “whoever doeth any work in the 

sabbath-day, he shall surely be put to death. (Exodus 31:15).  

In the Christian tradition, however, Sunday is observed as the day of rest. It is believed that this probably 

stems from the Roman Emperor Constantine's decree of 321 that Sunday should be the day of rest. This 

Christian tradition of Sunday became common in most countries. In the Islamic tradition (Quran 62:9), 

Sabbath is observed on a Friday in almost all Arab countries.  From the Biblical concept of Sabbath came 

the Sabbatical Year, the modern concept of sabbatical, pursuit of a career or activity different from the 

regular one.  Some universities and other institutional employers offer paid sabbatical as an employee 

benefit, called "sabbatical leave". 

Rosh Hashanah (Jewish New Year) 

The term Rosh Hashanah in Hebrew means the beginning of the year. Its origin is Biblical. The Old 

Testament describes this as  "a sacred occasion commemorated with loud blasts of the shofar, the ram's 

horn."[Leviticus 23:2325)]. 

The two-day festival falls in September. It is customary to celebrate the event with elaborate feasts. In 

synagogues, special prayers and services are organized. It is a special custom to blow horns to welcome 

the Jewish New Year.  

Yom Kippur (Day of Divine Judgement) 

Yom Kippur is a very solemn event in the Jewish calendar and falls eight days after Rosh Hashanah. This 

is prescribed as a day for reflection, repentance for one’s misdeeds and faults. On this day, a person of 

Jewish faith is expected to fast and to pray for forgiveness for sins between man and God. In Israel, places 
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of entertainment are closed; there are no television and radio broadcasts, and all means of public 

transportation are suspended. 

Sukkot (The Harvest Festival/ Thanksgiving) 

Sukkot is the harvest festival of the Jews which takes place in the autumn. It is a festival devoted to 

thanksgiving to God for the abundance of food and bounty of the earth. The Jewish harvest festival has 

come to be associated mythologically with the exodus of the Jews from Egypt during 13th century BCE 

when they wandered for 40 years in wilderness before entering the land of Israel and harvested their crops 

after one year of hard work. Since it is important to harvest the crops as they ripen, farmers built for 

themselves temporary shelters out in their fields and live there. That way could take advantage of the 

maximum time of daylight when the crops were ready to be picked. During the Sukkot celebration, in 

commemoration of this hardship experienced by their ancestors, devout Jews build temporary shelters or 

tents called ‘sukkot’ and live there. The Jewish scholars’ interpretation is that people would value more the 

comforts and conveniences of their own houses. Sukkot is comparable to the Thanksgiving Day in USA 

which is celebrated in the month of November. In Canada, it is celebrated in October. 

Purim (Day of Deliverance) 

Purim commemorates and celebrates the deliverance of the Jewish people in the ancient Persian 

Empire from destruction in the wake of a plot of extermination by Haman, a story recorded in 

the Biblical Book of Esther. In Hebrew, Purim literally means “plot”, significance of which is described below 

in the Biblical story. 

The Legend 

Esther was a Jewish orphan girl who was raised by her cousin Mordecai. She grew into a beautiful woman.  

Ahasuerus, King of Persia was impressed by her beauty and married her and made her the most favourite 

queen but was unaware that she was Jewish.  Haman was the King’s chief minister and was very arrogant 

and powerful and commanded that everybody would bow to him. Mordecai refused to bow down to Haman 

and this created bad blood between Haman and Mordecai. In course of time, Haman learned that Mordecai 

and Esther were Jews. He hatched a plot to kill Mordecai and all the Jews and the king approved it. Purim 

literally means in Hebrew “plot”. On learning this, Esther held prayer and fasted for three days with all of 

the Jews in the land in her preparation to approach the king to ask him to spare her and her people.  

In a spectacular turn of events, Ahasuerus recalled the time once Mordecai had saved the king’s life. The 

king learned that sometime ago there was a plot to kill him in a court intrigue in which Haman had been 

also involved. Mordecai had warned the king about this and the plot was foiled. Out of gratitude to Mordecai, 

the king ordered and stopped the execution of Mordecai and saved the Jews. Instead Haman and his ten 

sons were hanged on the gallows that were intended for Mordecai. To commemorate the event of Purim, 

the devout Jews observe fasting and prayers at home. They also attend special services on the Purim day 

in the synagogues where participants read from the Book of Esther which contains the story of Purim. 

People get together with friends and family for a Purim party and celebrate the story of Esther.  

Passover (Celebration of Freedom) 

Passover commemorates the story of the Exodus, in which the ancient Israelites were freed from slavery 

in Egypt. At one time, Phraraoh felt threatened by the Jews and decreed that all Jewish first born male 

babies were to be killed. One couple (Jocheved and Amran) decided to try to save their infant son. They 

put him in a basket, and floated him into the river. He was rescued by none other than Pharaoh's daughter. 

She named him Moses and raised him as her own son. When Moses grew up and learned that he was a 

Jew himself, he wanted to free all Jews from slavery. Moses appealed to Pharaoh to free the Jewish slaves, 

but the Pharaoh refused. Moses appealed to God and God sent plague to punish the Pharaoh ---he could 

not save the life of his first-born son.  

Eventually, the Pharaoh allowed the Jewish people to leave Egypt. But as the Jews were crossing the Red 

Sea, Pharaoh changed his mind, and sent his army to bring them back. God parted the Red Sea for the 
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Jews to cross, and as soon as they were safely to the other side, the waters closed on the soldiers, drowning 

them all. The Jewish people were saved. This story has been immortalised in the film Ten Commandments.  

The devout Jewish households eat symbolic foods that remind them of their history and their adversity. It 

is a custom to eat “unleavened” bread (Matzah) to remind them of their exodus from Egypt in a hurry (not 

enough time to raise the bread) to escape from slavery. It is considered inauspicious to use any leavened 

bread at Passover time. Another custom that is followed is to dip a spring vegetable into salt water. The 

vegetable is a sign of spring, or rebirth, and the salt water represents the tears of the slaves. They also eat 

bitter herbs, to remind them of the bitterness of slavery. 

 

Himachal Pradesh IV – Manali 
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The car is meandering along the mountainous road to Manali. It is a long ride from Shimla; yet the ride has 

never been boring. The passing sceneries are outstanding; they are so overwhelming that both Godadhar 

and Kamalika feel totally lost in a world of endless beauty. Sometimes, the hulking mountains look like lairs 

of mythical creatures; but no, they are so innocent and inviting. The views around each curve appear more 

stunning than the one before, which makes the journey thoroughly rewarding at every moment.  

“Are we in Manali yet, Lelay?” asks Godadhar gazing at the mountain peaks some of which are still covered 

with snow in this month of April. 

“Yes Sir, we are almost. I’m now heading to your hotel.” 

 “How long will it take to the hotel?” 

“A few minutes, Sir. It’s not a big city.” 

Lelay stops the car in front of a beautiful hotel surrounded by dark green hills interspersed with flowery 

meadows. Godadhar comes out exclaiming with a spontaneous outburst of joy, “Wow! It’s fabulous, an 

extraordinary place with heavenly beauty.” 

Kamalika is also spell-bound. “Manali is majestic,” she says. “The sun has gone down, but not the beauty.” 

“Shall we stay here for a little while?” 

“Let’s go to the hotel now, we’re tired. We’ll appreciate the beauty more in the morning after a good night’s 

sleep.” 

“You’re too practical, dear. Let’s enjoy this wonderful scenery for a little longer before we retire,” Godadhar 

insists. “We may never come back to this queen of hills again in our life.” 

They settle for relaxing in the hotel balcony. Green mountains covered with snowy glaciers, roaring sounds 

of the Beas River and a comfortable temperature, all together bring the heaven on earth. 

“Have you noticed a fine contrariness here, Malika?” 

“Contrariness!” Kamalika casts a surprised look. “No, enlighten me.” 

“We’re at a height of nearly 6750 ft., yet it’s not that cold here. The land seems to be amazingly fertile, as 

we see a grand mix of alpine and tropical plants. We’ve seen apple trees surrounded by yuccas, date and 
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banana trees growing side by side, mountain pines and huge ferns hugging enormous rhododendrons. 

They all are thriving together here.”  

“I surely noticed that, but the contrariness aspect didn’t strike me.”  

“This makes Manali unique among the hill stations, I guess.” 

“Unquestionably. It’s already dinner time; shall we go?” 

“Yes, let’s go.” 

Darkness descends, night passes and the day dawns. Morning in Manali opens up a bouquet of unique 

beauty to the newly arrived guests; Kamalika and Godadhar feel pampered and amply rewarded with an 

unforgettable moment filled with priceless enchantment. They slowly walk to the breakfast hall. The hall is 

fairly crowded. They are lucky to get a table of four; but the two remaining chairs get soon occupied even 

before they get settled on their chairs. 

“Good morning, Sir, Madam. I beg to be pardoned for occupying these chairs without asking you. I presume 

they’re free and you don’t mind.”  A young man with an impressive look delivers at a fast stretch while sitting 

on a chair. His companion, a beautiful young lady, takes the other one with a smiling gesture on her face. 

Godadhar, taken aback by what has just happened so suddenly, tries to wish them back. But the young 

man starts again before Godadhar could even open his mouth. 

“Please allow me to introduce ourselves,” says the young man extending his hand towards Godadhar. “My 

name is Jonas Maximilian Fischhof, Joe in short; although my mother calls me Maxi and my wife…” 

“My name is Agnieszka Belinsky, Polish, and I call him Jumping Joe,” interrupts the young lady while 

extending her hand for handshaking. “You soon discover why I call him this,” she says with laughter. “Please 

excuse my bad English, I’m not very good.”  

Godadhar now gets a chance to introduce themselves and reciprocate greetings. 

“Where are you from, Mr. & Mrs. Fischhof? Godadhar asks gently in a soft tone. 

“Joe, call me Joe please. It’s easy for me to tell where we’re heading than where we’re from.” Joe laughs 

aloud. “Born in Austria, but I’m from all over the world, so to say; she’s with me for a very long time. Right 

Agnie?” 

Kamalika tends to get off from her chair; Joe instantly jumps off from his chair, rushes to Kamalika and pulls 

her chair to help her. 

“See,” says Agnie excitedly. “He don’t take a second to decide what to do and then jump on it. Kind of 

restless he is.” 

Godadhar looks at Joe. A stout looking, medium-built, athletic body Joe, in his mid-thirties, looks pretty 

energetic, which appropriately matches the appellation “jumping Joe”.   

“So tell me,” Godadhar asks, “what’re you doing in Manali and where’re you heading?” 

Joe jumps up from his chair once again uttering “Excuse me please” and rushes fast to the huge patio door 

through which a lot of Manali is visible. He turns back immediately just as fast to his chair. Both Godadhar 

and Kamalika become curiously surprised by the unnatural suddenness of Joe’s action. 

“Extraordinary! Manali is extraordinary,” says Joe while taking his seat. He does not say a word about his 

sudden move. 

“It’s a lovely, mystical mountain town,” says Joe with an enchanted face. “It’s a Shangri-La.” 

“Shangri-La!” Godadhar is curious. “Have you read the novel Lost Horizon?” 

“Yes, by James Hilton,” responds Joe casually showing no interest in the novel. 
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Kamalika comes back with lots of food with the help of a waiter. “I’ve brought enough for all of us; please 

help yourselves,” she says. “And if you need anything else, you may order; the waiter is here.” 

“A million thanks Madam,” says Joe. “No, we don’t need anything else. Everything looks so delicious, so to 

say.” He jumps up from his chair and grabs a cup of coffee. 

“You took all the troubles,” says Agnieszka shyly. “I could go with you. Many thanks.” 

“You know,” Joe continues with his recent experience of Manali, “I see mountains topped with glaciers and 

I also see a valley with lush green and pine forests. To me, it’s not the Himalayas of my imagination; it’s 

more like the Alps or the Rockies, so to say.” 

“And now you’re going to hear what my Jumping Joe did and I had to follow,” says Agnie with a mischievous 

smile providing incitement to Joe. 

“Yes, thanks darling,” Joe says enthusiastically. “We went for a day’s hike to Solang. We climbed to a height 

of about 14000 ft. It was terrific, but so tiring. But the experience, I tell you honestly, is absolutely fantastic. 

Hiking 8000 ft. up and coming back the same day is not for the faint heart, so to say. A faint heart never 

wins a fair lady, right? Ha, ha, ha…” Joe bursts into laughter glancing at Agnie. Agnie turns her face shyly 

casting a side glance. “Fair lady or not, you can surely pick a few delicious apples on your way and enjoy,” 

adds Joe. 

“Did you try parachuting at Solang?” Godadhar asks getting a chance to speak. 

“Parachuting? No. Paragliding? No. Horse riding? Yes,” says Joe excitedly pounding on the table. “And that 

was outstanding fun that came galloping in.” 

“How was the scenery?” asks Kamalika. 

“Scenery? It’s a paradise on earth. Standing in the middle of a vast green landscape on a sunny day, you 

find yourself overwhelmed by a vibrant blue sky and a dazzling white mountain range on the horizon. I rank 

it far better than the Swiss Alps or the Scottish Highlands, so to say.“ 

“Have you visited any other place in Manali?” 

“Jumping Joe cannot stay in one place more than a day,” quips Agnie. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Himalayan range (Dhauladhar) 
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“Absolutely. The following day we passed in Manali and visited the local temples and monasteries, and yes, 

the most popular place here, Vashisht. Vashisht is phenomenal with its hot springs. It’s on a small mountain 

peak surrounded by an enormous valley of green and a snow-clad Himalayan range, what’s the name the 

Shivalik?” 

“No, Dhauladhar,” responds Godadhar. 

“Yes, I keep on forgetting the name. Anyway, it’s awesome, a bit like my home country Austria. But no, no 

comparison, it’s so vast and so beautiful that’s worthy of the Himalayas, the highest mountain range of the 

World.” 

“And that’s not all,” interrupts Agnie. “He became so excited and ambitious that he immediately decided 

another long trekking program.” 

“Excited, yes, but I wasn’t too ambitious. Well, to cut the long story short, we went for three days trekking 

right from here. By the way, I’m surprised to learn how class conscious the Indian people are. A cook will 

not carry your luggage nor will a guide cook for you. So I had to hire a few porters, a cook and a guide from 

a local agent. Anyway, we met many Indian trekkers and they didn’t care for guides, cooks or porters – 

amazing. We needed them because we preferred to stay in our own tent.” 

“And, and those wild buffalos?” Agnie reminds. 

“Oh Jesus! We were almost dashed and mauled by a herd of wild buffalos while on our descent down the 

hills. I never expected them there and so we were quite unprepared. The guide and his entourage instantly 

vanished from our sight. We were totally confounded. In this scary situation what you need most is the 

guidance from your guide. But our guide knew best how to save his own soul. We tried to make as much 

noise as we could, but that only aggravated them more. One of them, perhaps the leader of the gang, 

started to thump on the ground gazing at us with a vengeance. Jesus Christ! Those two pointed curved 

horns and two big intense eyes looked so dreadful that I felt it was the do or die moment. Run if you want 

to survive; so we did. Was it the right thing to do? There was no time to judge on that. We ran like sprinters 

in the Olympic, so to say. A huge boulder came to our notice and we hid behind it.” 

Agnie starts giggling at this point and says, “You can’t believe, he ran so fast that he didn’t notice the boulder 

and fell on it. Then he climbed on it crawling and finally toppled on the other side of it dangling like a monkey 

holding the top of the rock. It was so funny, I shut my mouth by hand to stop laughing, hi, hi, hi, ---.” 

“Fortunately, the wild buffalos were not wild enough to chase us or were wise enough to know we meant 

no harm. Either way, we saved our souls to tell the tale today, God gracious!” 

“Amazing experience!” says Godadhar with an admiring tone. “So where are you heading now?” 

“Our next move is to Rhotang, Rhotang Pass,” says Joe while looking at his watch. “Agnie darling, we’ve 

to move, we’re getting late.” Joe jumps up from his chair and helps Agnie by pulling her chair. 

“We beg to be pardoned, we’ve to rush. It has been nice talking to you. Thank you Sir, thank you Madam. 

Hope we meet again.” Agnie also greets them by waving hand and they both move on their way. 

Godadhar and Kamalika are astounded by the abrupt disappearance of the strange couple. They remain 

speechless for a while. 

“This European couple is charming, but a little weird,” says Kamalika. 

“Weird indeed, but only Joe. They came like meteors and vanished like so too. Agnie is mild by nature, but 

Joe has abrupt style.” 

“We enjoyed their company though.” 
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“Absolutely. Now it’s our turn to move; Lelay must be waiting outside.” 

“OK, let’s go.” 

Stepping out in the parking lot, they find Lelay waiting for them. 

“Where are we going first, Lelay?” Kamalika asks while getting in the car. 

“We’ll visit Hidimba temple first, M’me.” 

“Never heard of such a temple,” utters Kamalika, surprised and curious, looking at Godadhar. “How can 

there be a temple dedicated to a demoness?” 

“Apparently you’re right; but you know the Mahabharata stories for sure. The mightiest of the Pandavas, 

Bhim, married Hidimba after killing her brother, the strongest demon Hidimb, in a duel. Bhim left her after 

their son Ghatotkach was born. Since then Hidimba did Tapasya (deep meditation with prayer) for a long 

time and thus attained the status of goddess. So there you go.” 

Hidimba Temple 

Hidimba Devi is very popular in Himachal Pradesh. There are a few temples dedicated to her in this province 

and the most famous and revered is the one in Manali. This beautiful temple built in Pagoda style is located 

in the middle of a forest of giant deodar trees, called Dhungri Van Vihar. It was constructed in 1553 by 

Maharaja Bahadur Singh of the Royal Family of Kullu. The three-tier roof is constructed in the form of 

projecting canopies. The summit of the temple is crowned by a large metal umbrella that is surmounted by 

a metal finial. The wooden door is richly ornamented with carvings of various deities and decorative figures 

and devices. Hidimba temple majestically stands 24m tall on a huge rock protruding out from the ground. 

There are stairs for the visitors to climb to the temple ground. 

Getting on the top of the rock, both Kamalika and Godadhar are pleasingly surprised by the amazing sight 

of the temple. But what strikes them most is the long line-up of devotees and visitors to see the idol and 

offer worship.  

“No doubt this temple and Devi Hidimba are most revered here,” says Kamalika. 

“Yes, but it’ll take a long time to reach the Sanctum Sanctorum. We may see the temple from outside and 

leave.” 

“I’m standing on the line before it gets longer. You may choose to stand out.” 

“This line is nothing, Sir,” comments a stranger. “This is an everyday thing. You should come during the 

Hidimba Devi festival in the month of May. Thousands of devotees gather on this temple complex to 

participate in the celebration.” 

“You must have participated, I guess,” says Godadhar. 

“I do every year.” 

There’s a small opening on the front wall of the temple for the devotees to enter one by one for a few 

seconds of viewing. The Sanctum houses a huge slab of stone with a cave containing small statues of 

deities. Hidimba Devi is represented by a 7.5 cm tall brass idol.  
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Hidimba Temple 

After visiting Hidimba Devi, the visitors are seen walking in a certain direction. On asking, someone says, 

“They’re going to visit Ghatotkach temple; it’s only a few minutes’ walk, just right down there.” 

“That’s another surprise,” says Kamalika. “Ghatotkach also has a temple dedicated to him.” 

“I’m not surprised; Ghatotkach was a glamorous character, a mighty warrior in Mahabharata. So a temple 

may well be dedicated to him.  Let’s go and visit his temple.” 

They walk down to a courtyard where some local people, mainly women, are selling various articles and 

handicrafts. But no temple comes to sight. Godadhar points toward a giant deodar tree around which a 

fairly large crowd of people has gathered. They advance toward the tree out of curiosity. Before they could 

ask anyone about the temple, a middle-aged couple comes to their help. 

“Namaste, I guess, you’re looking for the Ghatotkach shrine,” asks the man. 

“Yes, it’s supposed to be here. Isn’t it? “Godadhar asks innocently trying to hide his ignorance. 

 “It is here. Please come with me. I think you’re kind of puzzled, right?” 

“Yes, but may I know who you are?” 

 “My name is Ranbir Pratap Singh, and this is my wife. We’re from Rajasthan. Don’t worry, please come.” 

He leads them pushing through the crowd to a clear place in front of the tree. “This is the shrine, this tree,” 

says Mr. Singh. “This place has been the altar of worship of Ghatotkach, the mightiest of warriors.” 

The tree is surrounded by a platform built with bricks and cement. A few stairs are also there to get on the 

platform. Some colourful articles are hanging from the stem of the tree; but there is no image of Ghatotkach. 

“This simple tree-shrine is so much revered here,” wonders Godadhar. 

“Yes, it’s mainly because Beer Ghatotkach is much revered in Himachal Pradesh. You know pretty well that 

he was the cause of depletion of the ultimate, infallible weapon of Karna, the one reserved for Arjun, which 
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made possible the subsequent victory of the Pandavas. The rule of Dharma was thus established and the 

resolution of Lord Krishna was upheld. Because of his great sacrifice, he has become legendary and is 

regarded as very close to Krishna.” 

”Are you a worshipper of Ghatotkach, Mr. Singh?” 

“Yes, but I worship more his son Shyam Baba,” responds Mr. Singh with devotionally lit face and folded 

hands offering homage to his god. Mrs. Singh standing close to him repeats the same gesture. 

“Tell me more about Shyam Baba, will you?” 

“Ghatotkach had a son with wife Morvi; his name was Barbareek,” Mr. Singh commences with a tone 

reverently charged. “He was as heroic as his father, probably more. He could annihilate a whole army with 

a single throw of his arrow. After making a great sacrifice and performing his duty as demanded by Lord 

Krishna, Barbareek was blessed with a boon that he would be known by Krishna’s name, Shyam, and be 

worshipped. Shyam Baba, also known as Khatu Shyamji, is very popular in Rajasthan and Himachal 

Pradesh. There are many temples of Shyam Baba in Rajasthan where thousands of devotees come every 

day. And on festive days, the crowd is unthinkable. You must come to witness this. The temple in Khatu 

Nagari in Siker district of Rajasthan is the most popular among devotees; we go there often.” 

“Thank you Ranbir Pratapji and Mrs. Singh. We had a wonderful conversation; hope we meet again.” 

“Surely,” says Mr. Singh while shaking hands. “Jhun Jhunu is the place where we live. Give me a call please 

when you come to Rajasthan; here is my number.”  

Godadhar and Kamalika stroll back toward the parking lot while glancing at the stalls. 

Vashisht Temple and Hot Springs 

The car moves again in the beautiful Himalayan valley. Godadhar asks casually, 

“Are we going to see Vashisht temple now, Lelay?” 

“Yes Sir, that’s exactly where we’re going.” 

“How far is it from here?” asks Kamalika. 

“Don’t know exactly, 10 km may be.” 

“No problem,” says Godadhar, “let’s enjoy the drive in this land of exceptional beauty. High mountains with 

snow, dense forests, wild flowers, birds, picturesque hamlets and fruit laden orchards, all these will fill up 

the heart ---“ 

“And make the journey memorable, right?” interjects Kamalika casting a crooked glance at Godadhar and 

with a teasing smile. 

“Indeed, memorable indeed.” 

The conversation ceases for a while; both of them are absorbed in gazing ardently at the passing scenery. 

But Kamalika cannot stay quiet for long. 

“I know the original name of Manali is Manyalaya,” she says. “There’s a mythological story behind it, right?” 

“Absolutely. Manyalaya is the conjugation of two words, Manu and Alaya (abode). So it means Abode of 

Manu. You know, there’re fourteen Manus and we’re in the age of the seventh Manu, Vaivasvata. He’s also 

known as Shraddhadeva and Satyabrata. The story goes like this. One day, Vaivasvata found a tiny Matsya 

(fish) in his water pot. The fish asked him to look after it with great care, as it would be needed to save the 

mankind, some day. Vaivasvata cared for the fish till it grew so big that he had to release it in the sea. The 

Matsya warned him before departing of an impending deluge and asked him to build an ark big and strong 

enough for the sea. When the doomsday came, it was flood all over. Manu’s ark carrying the seven sages 
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and others was towed by Matsya to a safe place that is the hill of Manali. That’s how this place is named 

after him. And you know, Matsya is the first Avatar of Vishnu.” 

“It’s the same story we know from our early years.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Entrance to Vashisht Temple 

After a while, Lelay starts climbing upward and arrives on a level ground.  

“Here it is, Sir. From here, you’ve to climb on foot uphill.” 

“Is it a long climb, Lelay?” Godadhar asks with a tone of hesitation. 

“No Sir, only a little. Look at the shops on both sides and you’ll be there.” Lelay laughs heartily. 

They start walking up the hill. The slope is fairly moderate. Lelay is right; there are many shops bordering 

the street on both sides. Most of them are selling woolen clothes. Many tourists have gathered in them 

looking for the best bargain to acquire a few staff as souvenirs of Manali. 

“Looks like woolen clothes make the second attraction of Manali after the wonderful sceneries,” quips 

Godadhar. 

“No matter what you think, I’m going to do some shopping,” retorts Kamalika. 

Getting on the top, they come just in front of the temple. At the entrance, there is a large gate with an 

archway beautifully decorated with intricate carvings. Entering inside, they discover it is rather a temple 

complex. In addition to Vashisht temple, there are Shiva and Rama temples. All of them have wooden walls 

adorned with abundant carvings. This place is renowned for Vashisht temple, but it is not glamorous enough 

to be worthy of its glory. It is very modest and small in size; in the Sanctum, there is a small stone statue of 

sage Vashisht. The walls lining the interior of the temple complex have been tarnished by years of smoke 

from oil-lamps and incense. The priest of the Vashisht temple is seen seated in front of the entrance door 

in straight meditating posture and curiously gazing at the visitors. Godadhar exchanges greetings with him 

and an interesting conversation follows. The priest tells them about the mythological stories behind this 

temple and the nearby hot springs. 
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You know for sure the hostility between Vishwamitra and Vashishtha (complete spelling), two great sages. 

The former was a powerful king who, along with his retinue, once happened to be in the modest hermitage 

of the latter in a forest. They were entertained with an elaborate feast worthy of royal guests. Delectable 

dishes of every description and variety were laid out for the entire army of the king. Vishwamitra, totally 

surprised, asked Vashishtha how it had been possible to arrange such a feast in no time and that too for a 

hermit with no means. The honest unassuming sage, Vashishtha, said it was all made possible by the grace 

of Nandini, the wish-fulfilling cow given to him by Indra. Vishwamitra wanted the cow, but Vashishtha 

declined. When the king tried to take it by force, the cow, Nandini, alone defeated the king’s army. The king 

felt humiliated by the destruction unleashed on his forces, but also realized that no worldly might and no 

worldly wealth can match spiritual power of an ascetic. So he relinquished his royalty, became a hermit and 

did long penance. He thus became a sage him too with great spiritual power. But he never forgot the 

humiliation. At a later time, he picked a king, named Kalmashapada, who was turned into a Rakshasa 

(demon) by the curse of Shakti, the eldest son of Vashishtha. Vishwamitra empowered him by his spiritual 

power to become a ruthless human-eating monster. This monster was led to devour all the one hundred 

sons (disciples) of Vashishtha to avenge the humiliation. 

Hearing this terrible news, Vashishtha became consumed by grief. By means of his spiritual power, he 

came to know it was a stratagem employed by Vishwamitra. He could destroy Vishwamitra totally had he 

so wished. But instead, because of his vow of peace and the feeling that his life had lost all meaning, he 

decided to commit suicide. He tried all possible means to do so, but failed. His last attempt was to drown 

in the River Beas, but Beas too refused to take the life of a great saint like Vashishtha and carried him to 

this village that is now known as Vashisht village. Beas also helped him to be free of the bondage of 

dejection. Vashishtha named the river Bipasha meaning <Free of Bondage>, which is the original name of 

Beas. 

Godadhar and Kamalika along with a few more visitors listened attentively to this interesting story. 

Godadhar cannot resist from making a quick comment. 

“So what we gather is that Vishwamitra was not worthy of his name that means a friend of the world.” 

“That applies only for his conflict with Vashishtha.”  

“There’re many variations of this story,” says Kamalika. 

“I think, Vishwamitra begged for his forgiveness, right?” says Godadhar. 

“Yes, and Vashishtha complied. When Vishwamitra touched his feet, Vashishtha blessed him and he 

attained the status of Brahmarshi, one who has reached the Highest Truth.” 

“Sri Aurobindo also wrote a story on this particular episode, called <The Ideal of Forgiveness>,” comments 

Godadhar. 

“And what’s the legend of the hot springs?” asks Kamalika. 

“It was Lakshmana who did it. He once paid a visit to Vashishtha and found that the sage had to go a long 

way on foot to take bath. So he shot an arrow into the ground and hot water began to gush out.” 

“Vashishtha is long gone, but the water of the springs is still flowing and the people of the world are coming 

to take bath in it,” quips Godadhar. 

“Yes, this water is special, has lot of medicinal values. There’re two separate tanks for men and women, 

which are almost always full of tourists. Go see for yourself and take bath.” 

Coming out of the temple complex, they look around and get overwhelmed by the awesome beauty of the 

place. This little village is really unique. 

“Joe was right,” says Godadhar. “Look at the gorgeous beauty of the Himalayas.” 

“Every place has its own charm,” responds Kamalika, “but the charm of this place is unparalleled.” 
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“ 

 

Now let’s go down and find Lelay.” 

Lelay, as always, greets them with a bow and a sweet smile. They gently get in the car while yet gazing at 

the astounding beauty of the Himalayas. The journey continues once again. 

“The next place to see is a monastery, right Lelay?” asks Godadhar. 

“Yes Sir. There’re three of them in Manali, all Tibetan. You want to see them all?” 

“No,” responds Kamalika. “Let’s go to the nearest one.” 

“There’re two in Manali town, a third one is a bit far near the Beas River.” 

“Take us to any of the two in town,” says Godadhar. 

“Ok, Sir.” 

Himalaya Nyinmapa Buddhist Temple 

This temple is a famous monastery in Manali. Built in 1960, Himalaya Nyinmapa, also known as Manali 

Gompa, is founded on one of the six major schools of Himalayan or Tibetan Buddhism. “Nyingma” meaning 

<ancient> is the oldest of these schools. It is founded on the basis of the original translations of Buddhist 

scriptures from Sanskrit into Old Tibetan in the eighth century. 

The temple has a two-storied structure built in pagoda style with a yellow coloured top in the façade. Getting 

inside the temple, what strikes the visitor most are the huge golden statue of Lord Buddha and beautiful 

paintings on the walls. Many monks are seen sitting in a line and reading from their religious book in a low-

pitched rhythmic chanting. It is a serene and peaceful place where the mind gets calm and spiritual thoughts 

set in.  

Coming out of the temple, they walk around leisurely in the vicinity. Kamalika suddenly rushes toward a 

billboard and curiously gazes at it. She calls out with excitement, 

“Come and look, here’s an announcement in Bengali about a Dharmashala (Residence for the unprivileged 

religious visitors, often free).” 

“It’s really surprising to see something in Bengali so far away from Bengal.” 

“It means many Bengali tourists come here.” 

“But it’s a place mainly for the Tibetans, if I’m not mistaken.” 

Someone in the front yard of the Dharmashala is loudly calling for attention of the visitors. He is inviting 

customers for the Dharmashala giving attractive details and emphasizing how comfortable and priceworthy 

it is to stay there. Godadhar and Kamalika slowly walk toward the Dharmashala, just for curiosity. Godadhar 

approaches the gentleman and introduces them. He open-heartedly welcomes them. 

“My name is Haricharan, Haricharan Goswami; please come to my humble hut.” 

“Thanks, but we’re here for a simple curiosity. We’ve noticed your billboard in Bengali. Are you a Bengali 

by any chance?” 
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Himalayan Nyinmapa Monastery 

 “Yes I’m, and proud to be so. You too are Bengali, I know. Please come, I’ll show you my humble hotel.” 

Mr. Goswami takes them round. Very simple but decent accommodation is complete with attached 

bathroom, TV, telephone and twenty-four hour hot water. It does not boast of the shine and lux of a five-

star hotel, but it does not lack in any of the basic provisions of a modern hotel room. The price is incredibly 

cheap for the facility. 

“I wonder how you make any money at this price,” asks Godadhar. 

“I’m not here to make money, Godadhar Babu. I just make enough for a simple living. Only religious people 

come here; so there’s no problem. The place is beautiful and peaceful. I’ve named the hotel Dharmashala 

and we’re happy serving people.” 

On hearing what Godadhar pays per night, about twenty times more than his price, Haricharan Goswami 

fell flat on the ground. 

“Dada, you’re being cheated, looted, robbed. You should stay here; you wouldn’t repent I guaranty.”  

“May be next time.” 

“But for dinner, please be my guest today, we’ll be honoured. We’ve a good restaurant serving authentic 

Bengali cuisine. My wife does all the cooking.” 

“Many thanks, Mr. Goswami, for the invitation. I’ve no doubt the food will be delicious; but we’ve to decline 

as we’ve a busy schedule.” 

“Ok, but please remember me when you come back here.” 

“We will; Good bye for now.” 

Haricharan follows them to their car. The car starts rolling; Haricharan waves his hand as long as the car is 

in sight. 

 

65



Ant art of Uluru (Mother Earth)-Kata Tjuta, Australia 
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Think of Prayag near Allahabad in India at latitude of 25.44 degree north of the Equator in the 

subcontinent of India.  Now think of the arid, apparently barren lands around the rocks of Uluru 

and Kata Tjuta, ‘down under’ the opposite side of the globe in the southern hemisphere at 

latitude of 25.35 degree south of the Equator.   Any connection?  Apparently not, except for the 

geophysical fact that both locations are equally away from the equator?  To me, there is a 

connection and it is rather simple.  Prayag is sacred to Hindus whereas Uluru (meaning Earth 

Mother) and Kata Tjuta are sacred to Pitjantjatjara Anangu, one of the estimated 250 indigenous 

first nations of Australia.  The Pitjantjatjara Anangu people settled more than 20,000 years ago. 

Now think of Canada and in particular the red soils and rock formations of Prince Edward Island 

(PEI) and icebergs in the Labrador Sea, offshore Newfoundland and in the Baffin Bay between 

Elsmere Island and Greenland and/or ‘ice islands’ in the Arctic Ocean and the Southern Sea 

around the continent of Antarctica.  What do these have to do with the red rocks of Uluru and 

Kata Tjuta?  No commonalities, Eh? 

Uluru and Kata-Tjuta in the Northern Territories of Australia (Figure1) are ‘inselbergs’, meaning 

‘island mountain’ in a flat landscape with most of their masses below ground level.  They are 

exactly like icebergs floating in open oceans.  In this case, the flat ground level is equivalent to a 

calm sea surface.  Uluru is actually analogous to a ‘tabular iceberg’. Tabular icebergs are often 

called ‘ice islands’ with visible heights only 10% of their total thicknesses; 90% below the water 

level.  Kata Tjuta simply translated means ‘heads many’.  The name is very appropriate because 

it has 36 steep-sided domes.  Kata Tjuta, also known as Olga, situated about 25km away from 

Uluru, is comparable to a weathered ‘pinnacle’ iceberg with multiple peaks.  The main body of 

this inselberg is estimated to extend about 6km into the ground. 

A small group of Canadian scientists that included me “built” an experimental research station 

(actually several wooden shacks) in 1984 on an Uluru-type iceberg (ice island) in the Arctic 

Ocean. This tabular iceberg was ‘calved’ (broken off) in 1982 from the Ward Hunt ice shelf at 

the northern tip of Ellesmere Island, Canada.  We named it “Hobson’s Choice” (literally means 

‘no choice’) and used it for many years from 1984 to 1990 until it was fragmented suddenly over 

a geophysically very short time of a few summer months in 1990 and we lost our station.  Uluru 

measures smaller than Hobson’s Choice.  Hobson’s Choice with an average thickness of 45m 

was 8km long and 5km wide with a perimeter of about 20km.  Compare this with the 
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circumference of 9.4 km or the 10.5km long walking path around the base of about 3.6 km long 

and 1.9 km wide rock of Uluru.   However, the peak height (from ground level) of Uluru is 348m 

(see Figure 2), compared to the ‘freeboard’ (above the water line) of only about 4.5m for our ice 

island. 

MUTITJULU
COMMUNITY

ULURU-KATA TJUTA 
CULTURAL CENTRE

KATA TJUTA
(25 km)

A-R CONNELLAN AIRPORT 
( 21 km); YULARA, AYERS 
ROCK RESORT (13 km)

SUNSET
VIEW 

SUNRISE 
VIEW

MUTITJULU 
WATERHOLE & 
KUNIYA WALK

1 km

 

Figure 1. Top view of Uluru – the 

Mother Earth and locations of Kata 

Tjuta rocks, indigenous community 

of Mutitjulu, Ayers Rock Resort and 

Ayers Rock Connellan Airport ; 

directions for popular sunrise and 

sunset views are also shown.  Note 

the shape and structural features of 

the rock for a better appreciation and 

understanding of the views from the 

north near the resort area, west and 

the south. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 2.  Uluru, at sunrise from the southern view point (author on right) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          Figure 3. Kata Tjuta or Olga, at sunrise seen from the southern view point 
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Figure 4. Surrounding landscape of red soil around Kata Tjuta after sunrise 

 

Figure 5. A few of the 36 domes of Kata Tjuta 

Uluru is a unique natural iconic symbol of Australia.  UNESCO declared the Uluru-Kata Tjuta 

National Park (UKTNP), situated in the southern section of Northern Territory at the ‘Red 

Centre’ of Australia, as a World Heritage Site in 1987.  The original gravel airstrip built near the 

north-east corner of Uluru was closed many years ago.  However, the environmental damages 

inflicted by this human interference are still visible from the air and space.  Nowadays, the Ayers 

Rock Connellan Airport, 8 km north of the tiny remote settlement of Yulara and Voyages Ayers 

Rock Resort, provides the air support to the visitors.  Visitors can fly there from Sydney (three 

hours’ flight) and other main cities within Australia.  They are welcomed during the day time by 

millions of harmless flies in search of fluids from the eyes, nose and mouth; they never bite and 

disappear suddenly after sunset.  The entire resort is within a well-defined and confined area 

outside the UKTNP and provide several resort-style hotels, shopping area and restaurants 

manned primarily (and sadly for me) by non-indigenous persons who remain isolated from the 

so-called Australian mosaic. The resort is about 4 km north of the park entrance and 

approximately 17 km from the Cultural Centre situated at about 1 km from the south-west corner 

of the base of Uluru (see Figure 1).     
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Since the entire land at the base of Uluru and Kata Tjuta are deeply sacred to Pitjantjatjara 

Anangu nation, casual visitors are not allowed to trespass.  Visitors are allowed to enter the 

national park provided they buy tickets ($25Aus per person) from the park authorities.  However, 

they are strictly prohibited from trespassing nearby indigenous villages, such as Mutitjulu about 

1km east of the base of Uluru without special permission. 

 

Figure 6. Sunlit path of Kuniya walk on the lower right leading to Kapi Mutitjulu stream and a 

pond 

The trail at the south-west corner of Uluru, known as Kuniya walk (Figure 6) leads to Kapi 

Mutitjulu, a stream with a pond as shown in Figure (7). The largely uphill walk is rather 

challenging at some locations.  However, the rocky track leads one to a wonderful world of flora 

and fauna.  It provides an opportunity to see rare plants species growing between rocks and lush 

evergreen shrubs known as Spearwood.   This is the home of Wanampi (water snake) who has 

the power to control the source of the precious water.  Kapi means water and the site is sanctified 

and holy to the members of Anangu nation.  A nearby poster says, “After Minyma Kuniya 

defeated Wati Liru, her spirit combined with her nephew’s and together became Wanampi (water 

snake). Wanampi lives here today and has the power to control the source of this precious 

water”.  The pond is often dry, but we were extremely lucky because there was a period of 

torrential rain only a couple of days before our arrival on May 13, 2016 (winter in Australia).  

To me, the site is analogous to the pond at the end of the glacier at Gangotri in the Himalayas.  I 

imagined it also equivalent, in a very different or perhaps convoluted way, to Triveni in Prayag 

(Allahabad) situated at about the same angular distance (Tropic of Cancer) from the equator, but 

in the northern hemisphere. The Tropic of Capricorn, in the southern hemisphere passes just 

south of Uluru and Kata Tjuta.   Perhaps I should mention here, as most readers can easily 

imagine as a reference, that very similar to the Tropic of Cancer (23.437 degree North) dividing 

the subcontinent of India into its northern and southern halves, the Tropic of Capricorn (23.437 
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degree South) also divides Australia.  Interestingly, the subcontinent of India was attached to 

Australia millions of years ago.  As a quick refresher and to give another perspective to most of 

the Lipika readers, I should mention that the Tropic of Cancer passes over, for examples, 

Comilla (in Bangladesh), Krishnagar, Ranchi and Bhopal in India and Havana in Cuba in the 

North Americas.  

 

 

Figure 7.  Kapi Mutitjulu , the snake-like stream creating the home of Wanampi, the water snake  

The original inhabitants of the present day Northern Territory came on an island-hopping 

expedition almost 40,000 years ago.  Eventually, perhaps 30,000 years ago, they made their way 

to the entire coast of Australia including the island of Tasmania.  The indigenous Anangu people 

are the traditional owners of Uluru and Kata Tjuta and the land surrounding these heritage sites.   

In today’s Canada, we will recognize Anangu as one of the ‘first nations’, but in Australia they 

are still unashamedly described as ‘aboriginals’, a rather unacceptable term, not unlike the 
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derogatory name ‘Eskimo’ for ‘Inuit’.   In fact, the visitor’s tickets for this UNESCO heritage 

site says, “Welcome to Aboriginal land”. 

 

 

Figure 8.  Paintings in a cave near Kapi Mutitjulu illustrating an arch with 34 stripes and other 

features including perhaps a hand with five fingers (top) and two concentric circular patterns and 

a snake-like body with an arched head of 32 stripes (bottom); the stripes most probably were 

drawn to represent Kata Tjuta or ‘many heads’, now known to have 36 peaks in total 

During our walk to Kapi Mutitjulu following the path shown in Figure (6), I noticed an 

interpreter (of course white!) who was describing the flora and the fauna of this region to the 

visitors, mostly white Australians.  When she was standing alone I approached her and asked 

about the significance of the two ancient rock paintings depicting arches with 32 and 34 stripes, 

as illustrated in Figure 8, she promptly replied that they represent the arched Sydney Harbour 

Bridge. Was she joking?  I don’t know.  But, I knew that the harbour bridge was built in early 

20th century about the same time Howrah Bridge in Kolkata was constructed.  Naturally I 

decided not to ask anything about the concentric circles.  Shockingly there were no Anangu or 
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first-nation persons to guide the tourists here.  In fact, we did not see any of them either at the big 

‘Culture Centre’ operated by the park, an example of regulated isolation of indigenous persons 

by exemption.  This policy explains why three indigenous (Putitja meaning ‘bush dancers’ in 

Pitjantjatjara language) dancers suddenly appeared from the bushes (Figure 9), during an open 

air picnic-style sunset-dinner in a small cleared and fenced area, with Uluru as the backdrop, 

performed a short song and dance item and disappeared again.  Obviously the dance was part of 

the program, but no announcements or introductions were made even though the numbers of 

guest were limited to only about 60 persons.  Moreover, the dancers stayed outside the fenced 

picnic spot.  As the sun was setting, we were entertained by a didgeridoo player who also stayed 

outside the chained area while continuously plying this ancient northern Australian wind 

instrument with haunting and rather hypnotising music.  He was also not introduced and he kept 

playing without any eye contacts or exchange of human expressions. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 9. Three indigenous men suddenly appeared from the bushes, sang and danced for five 

minutes outside the fenced (see chains) area and disappeared again while the didgeridoo player 

keep playing his haunting music sitting on a rock outside the fenced area  

The Uluru-Kata Tjuta Cultural Centre, about 1 km south-west from the base of Uluru (see Fig. 1) 

also operates a rather big store to sell the ‘aboriginal’ paintings and artefacts as well as packaged 

food items.  While walking to the centre, I did notice a poorly clad first-nation family most 

probably from the Mutitjulu community (see Fig. 1), at the eastern end of Uluru, sitting in the 

shade under a big tree in the compound.  Since we were told at the resort that visitors should not 

make eye-to-eye contacts with the indigenous people, I restrained myself, albeit sadly, from 

approaching and talking with them.  Later I saw a beautiful bare body red-dust coated five or six 

year old girl wearing only a tiny brief frolicking in the corridor of the exhibition hall.  The child 

certainly belonged to the family I saw earlier. While dancing and singing alone she entered the 

store.  I was very curious and entered the shop as a customer.  There were hardly any buyers.  

My little subject just danced around the sale items and at one point she picked a small chocolate 
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bar.  The sales person promptly snatched the bar from her tiny hand and chased her out of the 

store.  She kept on singing and skipping in the corridor as if nothing happened.  I swallowed my 

pride, but felt guilty for not interfering and talking with the sales person. 

Concentric circular motive, as can be seen in the rock paintings in Figure 8, is the most obvious 

aspect of arts and crafts seen everywhere and commercialized as indigenous art in Australia.  

However, the concentric circles are often interpreted as rings of indigenous elders and men.  This 

interpretation was most probably started by the English invaders who pushed the locals out of 

their original habitats all over Australia, especially the coastal areas of fertile lands.  I wondered 

how the Anangu elders and artists were actually inspired by the details of the general landscape 

of their habitat, with repeatedly circular patterns, depicted in Figures 10.   Also look at the 

garland of geometrically perfect circular honey-ant hills in Figure 11 that compliments the 

natural beauty of the spectacular land. 

  

Figure 10. Landscape of the Uluru-Kata Tjuta National Park showing red soil, circular bushes 

and short trees; Uluru is visible in the centre of the picture just above the horizon (left) and a 

typical circular grass bush (right) 

  

Figure 11. Garland of circular ant hills (left) and a single hill with a diameter of 250mm (right) 

Ants bring out the particles that constitute the soil.  As can be seen in Figure 12, there is a large 

variation in the size of the soil particles.  Some are rather large.  They are not angular but 

rounded as if they were ‘processed’ jewellery stones.  Note the general colours of the particles.  

Darker shades indicate that they were moist when they were excavated, probably during the 
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previous night, by the army of ant workers under the directions of the ant-geologists.  This colour 

code is a clear indication that the soil is not really dry as may be assumed from the general 

appearance of the landscape.   Note also widely different colours of the dry stones outside the 

hill.   Colour differences are produced by widely different mineral contents of the particles or 

rather polished stones.  I bet this soil could be a mine field for making costume jewellery.  The 

particles were produced by erosion of rocks that started more than 500 million years ago. 

 

Figure 12. Details of the soil and rounded stones rich in different minerals; darker colour 

indicates newly excavated moist materials; scale is shown by the arrow 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 13. Large holes in the wall of Uluru (left) and about 1.5 m diameter boulder on the ground 

(right).  Note the plants growing through the rock fragments. 

The rocks of Uluru and Kata-Tjuta are rather porous and the rain water percolates through the 

bulk of the material, eventually draining out at the bases.  The rock type is sedimentary and 

consists essentially of coarse grained sandstone with a high content of the mineral feldspar, 

quarts and fragments derived from granite sources.  The loose characteristics of the rock 

20 mm 
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formation are evident in the walls (Figure 13).  Often boulders dislodge and fall to the ground.  

These fallen terracotta-coloured boulders clearly show the rather loose structural details.  

Eventually, of course, erosional processes including growth of vegetation crumble the larger 

particles.  Thus the ants of the region act like superb geologists.  They dig out the particles and 

bring them to the surfaces as shown earlier in Figure 12. 

As I was taking macrographs of the ant hills, a small lizard, about 150mm in length, came out of 

the bushes and posed for me (Figure 14).  It looked at me – certainly making eye-to-eye contacts 

with me and posed for me.  I photographed it from different angles.  It was certainly not shy.  

However, all the ants quickly disappeared before I could manage to take a single shot of them. 

  

Figure 14.  A small 150 mm long lizard appeared suddenly, made eye contacts with me and 

posed to my satisfaction 

Uluru offers spectacular views during and after the sunset.  It is best to sit down on the ground, 

relax with a glass of wine (preferably clear if you want to see Uluru through it) and admire the 

unfolding beauty of the red rock.  Because of the latitude the durations of the evenings are very 

short.  It gets darker very quickly as the sun goes below the horizon.   Colours of the rock and the 

sky change during each passing minutes as depicted in Figures 15-17.  

Figure 15. Uluru about 15 minutes before sunset, 14 May 2016 

75



 

Figure 16. Uluru a few minutes after sunset 

 

Figure 17. The spectacular sky behind Uluru about 20 minutes after sunset, 14 May 2017 

As the sky darkened very quickly after sunset and Uluru was thrown into silhouette, thousands of 

light bulbs started to glow in the field of light (Figure 18).  Within minutes, the rock blended 

with the night sky and all the brilliantly coloured lights on the ground started to glow brighter to 

compete with millions of brilliant stars in the sky.  The scenario was impossible to imagine and 

provided once in a lifetime experience (Figure 19).   It was like a dream come true.  While 

walking through the field, nodal points where the fibre optical cables radiated outward, as shown 

in Figure 20 caught my attention.   
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Figure 18 (above).  Uluru at sunset from the north within walking distance from the resort area 

and over 50,000 slender stems of light bulbs installed on the ground for the ‘Field of Light’ art 

exhibition 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 19. General view of the frosted light bulbs and the wide field of lights 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 20. Nodal points within the ‘Field of Light’ and the frosted light bulbs were respectively 

like the holes of the honey-ant hills and the associated jewellery quality stones 

In local Pitjantjatjara language, the `Field of Light` exhibition is named as `Tili Wiru Tjuta 

Nyakutjaku` which simply means ‘looking at lots of beautiful lights’.  This is a creation of the 

internationally acclaimed artist Bruce Munro who was inspired by Uluru.   It opened on April 1, 

1916 for a year-long exhibition up to 31 March 2017.  We were lucky to be there only about one 

month after the opening ceremony and when all the technical issues were resolved for  installing 

over 50, 000 slender stems crowned with radiant frosted-glass spheres over a space of about 

seven football fields.  Due to its popularity, the exhibition has been extended for another year up 

to 31 March 2018. 

I am indebted to our daughters Priya and Roona who not only accompanied my wife and I during 

an extensive travel throughout the continent of Australia including Uluru-Kata Tjuta, but also 

contributed a number of photographs that I have used here. 
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The Cartoon Creatures 

Ania Chatterjee (9 years) 

 

79


	1_Cover Page Lipika 2017
	2_Play of Light and Vehicles by Tanima Majumdar
	3_Editorial 2017
	4_Lipika_2017 Contents Page
	5_Combined
	6_Ant art of Uluru, Australia  by Dr. Nirmal K. Sinha
	7_Travelling and Out and About by Tanima Majumdar
	8_The Cartoon Creatures by Ania Chatterjee (9 years)



